LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

affe&ed by their desertion, she had no time to let
it be seen. Only, when my lord wished to have his
game of draughts, she said to him that, as she had
a slight headache, she preferred not to play. She
remained seated beside me all the evening, cutting
out silhouettes for the child of the house. I do not
know if the young lord knew what was passing
in her mind, but, not knowing what to say to his
Parisian lady, he went early away. When we left
the room he was standing at the door among the
servants. I do not know if Cecilia will ever again
in all her life have so agreeable a moment!

Two days afterwards when he was passing the
evening at my house together with his governor,
the Bernese gentleman, and two or three young
relatives of Cecilia, they began to discuss the
French lady. The young men were merciless in
their praise of her person, her eyes, her figure, her
deportment, her dress. Finally they praised her
forest of hair.

" Her hair is false,'* said Cecilia.

" Ha, Ha! Mademoiselle Cecilia," said the
Bernese, " young ladies are all jealous of each
other. Admit it. Is it not true that you are
envious ? "

It appeared to me that my lord smiled, I grew
vexed in good earnest. " My daughter does not
know what envy means/' I said. " Like you she
was praising the Stranger's hair yesterday to a
lady of my acquaintance, who was having her hair
dressed. Her hairdresser, who had just left the
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